7 he Taming of the Shrew. 

Then hath beene taught by any of my trade, 

And there it it in wilting fairdy drawee. 

Sian. Why, I am part my gamouth long agoe. 

Hor. Vet read the gamouth of Hortentio. 

Bum. gamouth 1 am the ground of all accord: 

*.4 re, to plead Hor ten [Jo’s paflion : 

Beeme, Bianca take him for thy Lord 
Cfaut, that loues with all affeftion : 

Dfol r e , one Cliffe, two notes haue I , 

£ U mi, (how pitty or I die. 

Call you chit gamouth ! tut 1 Lke itnor, 

^idfafliionsplcafe me beft, I am not fo nice 
To charge true rules for old inuentiohs. 

Enter a Cfrfejfenger. 

Zficke. Miftrcrtc your father prayes youleaue your books 
And helpe todreffe yourfifters chamber vp, 

^ou know to morrow is the wedding day. 

Bian. Farewell fwcetetmrters both, 1 muftbegon. 

Luc. Faith MiftrclTc then Ihaucnocaufeto ftay. 

Hor. But I hauc caufe to pry into this pedant, 

Me thinkes he iookesas though he was in loue : 

Yet if thy thoughts Bianca, be fo humble 
T o call thy wandring cics on eucry ftalc : 

Seize thee that Lift, if once I finde thee ranging, 

Hortenjio will be ouu with thee by changing, ^ 

Enter Baptifla, gremio, Tranio, Katherine, Bianca, and others' 
*ttenaants% > 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, tbisis the pointed day 
that Katherine and Petruchio Ihould be married. 

And yet we hearc not of our forme in Law : 

What will be Laid, what mockery willitbc ? 
fo want the Bridc-groome when the Prieft attends 
l o fpeake the ceremoniall rites of marriage ? 

What laics Lucentio to thislhame ofours ? 

Kate. Nolhamc but mine: J mu ft forfooth beforrt 
1 o giuc my hand oppos’d againft my heart 
Vntoa mad-brainc rudesby full offpleene. 

Who woo’d in hafte, and meaner to wed at leifure 
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I told you I , he was a franticke foole. 

Hiding his bitter lefts in blunt behauiour, 

/ind to be noted for a merry man; 

Hee’ll w ooe atheufand, point the day of marriage* 

Makefriends, inuite, and proclaime the bancs. 

Yet neuer meanesto wed where he bath woo’d s 

Now muft the world poin*at poore Katherine , , 

^ nd fay, loc , there is mad Petruchio’ s wife 

If it would plcafchim come and marrie her, 

Tra. Patience good Katherine and Baptiftatoo,- 
Vpon my life Petruchio raeancs but well. 

What euer fortune ftay es him from bis word, 

Though he be blunt ,1 knew him palling wife. 

Though he bemerry, yet withall he’s boneft. 

Kate. Would Katherine hadneuerfeen though. 

Exit weeping . 

B ap, Go girlc, I cannot blame thee now to weepe, 
Forfuchaniniurie would vexe a verie Saint, 

Much more a threw of impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Mafter, mafter, newes , and fuch newes as you news* 
heard of. 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be? 

Bion. Why, is it not newes to hcare of Petruchio’s comming? 

Bap. Is he come? 

Bion. Why no fir? 

Bap. What then? 

Bion. He is comming. 

Bap. When will he bchecre? 

Bion. When he Hands where I am, and fees you there. 

Tra, But fay, what to thine olde newes ? 

Bion Why Tetrucbioi s commin.g, in a new hat and an oldc 
leikin a paircof old breeches thrice turn’d ; apaircofbootesthac 
haue bccne candle, calcs, one buckled,another lac’d :an old tufty 
fvvord tane out of the Towne Armory, with a broken hilt, and 
chapelefte: with two broken points ihishorfe bip’d with an olde 
mothy faddlc and ftirrops of no kindred : befides pofiTeft with the 
glanders and hke to molcinthe chine , troubled with chcLatn- 
pahe , infeaed with the fafhions, full of Windcgalli, fped with 
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